r GivE >Ou 

PROPOS'TON 

— ZLETfOU 
DOWN— ANP 

•OJ LET ME 

GET AV.AV. 

yfs? 



-an' >Ou must 
let cisco come 

SACK SO ^E CWv 

IT IS MOT ROriT 
FOR ME TO BREAK 
SO MAfjy HEARTS 






-A NP SO TV 9EP--THEN THE CMvw 
CAME JPUKS THUMPER — A/OW LET U$ 
THINK TH& THINQ OVER..- IS THAT ■***£ 
PAWN THUNPERINO* U$T£H...HARDL?t* 





— AN'ZEVTRV-rO "5 
PREVENT US PROW 9fciN& 
FR1ENPS, 9EN0R ...ZE 
SU-y, ANCEWT FOCLS.' 





IHAM£.*YOlJTWO AlTWiNKNOW V LiSTEM H I 'AY// 'ALT, SENOW 
RLS PGKTINOO^RJOSCOTAKE A JGRAIsi'PAPA" CISCO, OR WE SHOO" 





5ENOR CISCO.- w= 'AvE 
A\ IDEA THAT YOU CAN 
H=_P OUR GRAN' 
PADRES in THEIR 
PREDICAMENT... YOU 
MUST 'AVE A WAY 
WITH women; 




CAVALCADE ARRIVES 

AT THE SUNBAKED 

LITTLE VILLAGE 

WHERE THE MUCH 

FOUGHT OVER 

SENORITA COHCHITA 

LIVES — 



-AND SO YOU SEE . S£N- 
ORlTA-.iF YO-J 00 NOT 
CHOOSE O^E OF YOUR 
lT)\'ERS / ThEY WILL. K1U_ 



OH, HOW 
SAD...VERY 

WELL, I SMALL 
DECIDE- 




•HOfTruY AFTER ... 

OGvl.ii* QAARBLt., 

ACS ©-MAN. 

TAK» OvER... 



N««M..T/«I I 
I'LL. FOLLOW 





~ MS* 



BABY DRINKS 50 PEACEFULLY- LISTEN TO THAT 
UNAWARE OP WHAT^TO 0E .. BABY CHIRP... 
■< WHEN SUDDENLY 





SOMETHING strange 

HAS COME ABOUT. 
I SHOUUD BE /A/... 
I BUT HERE I'M OUT.'! 




XMAS IN MEXICO 

By WALTER GARDENER 



PANCHO looked up at the night shy. The 
start looked close enough to grab.. He 
sighed. ii only he could do that, his problem 
would be solved. For, here it was the night 
before Christmas and never had he and Cisco 
been in such hot water. There was that little 
matter of the bank. Was it their fault that 
the cashier had had funny ideas about the 
money in the bank? 

No. Of course not. Any idiot who held 
onto money in the face of a gun was a fool 
and deserved a tight love tap on the head. 

But the authorities had taken a different 
view of their little prank. They were, 
thought Pancho, 'Hot as a tortilla.' And 
till the heat was off the matter of getting a 
Xmas present was little involved. 

Pancho got to his feet. No use trying to 
use the bank's money. That might lead to 
a little trouble. No. There must be gome 
other way to get Cisco a present. 

Pahcho's eye flicked over his gun. A beauty 
it was. Pearl handled and accurate as the 
very devil. 

He looked at the gun again. Yes. That was 

He walked off into the night. Soon, but 
not too soon, for he had had to walk into 
town, Cisco was off somewhere with their 
only horse, he arrived in town. 

He paused in the tiny Mexican alley. It 
was narrow, and best of all, dark. He pulled 
his scrape close around him and ducked into 
the little store. The owner looked up. He 
rubbed his hands together. 

"Ah," said the owner of the store. "And 
what is your pleasure, senor? You would 
like to buy a little something for a fair one? 
A mantilla, mayhap ... or a comb for her 
raven black hair?" 

He stopped abruptly as he saw Pancho 
draw out the pearl handled gun. He raised 
his hands in Horror. "Not," he quavered, 
"not a holdup tonight! Not on Christmas 
Eve?" 

Pancho shook his head no, and said, "Be 
quiet, imbecile. I would make an exchange. 
Yes?" 

The owner said, "You would like to make 
an exchange? I say no! No ... go or I will 
call the . . ." 

Pancho sighed. Life was so difficult. Here 
he had walked all this way just to be nice 
and this fellow was not letting him be nice, 

Pancho said, "You have leetle choice. 



Either you exchange this beautiful gun for 
a bridle, suitably ornamented with silver 
or . . ." 

The owner gulped and pulled a lovely 
hone's bridle off the walL He said, "Senor, I 
but jested. Of course. I would be only too 
glad to exchange this worthless bridle for 
that so beautifbul gun. Here. Take it and 
go. Please senor. Go. . . ." 

Pancho went. But not till he had taken 
the bullets out of his gun. He threw his gun 
to the man grabbed the bridle and sidled 
out into the night. Behind him, the owner 
raised his voice, "Help!" "he called. I have 
been set upon by thieves. Help . . ." 

Pancho disappeared into the velvety black 
of the alley. Soon the hard concrete of the 
town gave way to the soft sand of the 
desert. Pancho drew his first deep breath. 

That had been too close far comfort. A 
policeman had barely missed falling ever 
him as he had crouched in the alley. 

But now all was well. He was in the 
desert, his home. And ahead, at a small, 
discreet camp fire he could see the Cisco 
Rid. 

"Olle, olle," called Pancho. "You are back 
just in the neeck of time. I have a small 
somewhat for you." 

Cisco's lean handsome face split in a smile, 
"And I," he said, "have a small somewhat 
for you. t am sorry it is not wrapped but 
I had a little trouble getting it for you. I 
had to move a trifle rapidly!" 

They both smiled at each other as they 
handed each other their Christmas presents. 
The smiles froze and then faded. 

Cisco looked at the bridle and said. "It is 
beautiful." 

Pancho looked at his present, the loveliest 
ammunition belt he had ever seen. He gulp- 
ed. Now if he only had a gun for the belt 
all would be well. But, it was gone. 

Cisco felt the bridle. He ran it through 
his hands and said, "Pancho this is the most 
beautiful present I ever got. There is only 
one small drawback. I swapped my horse for 
the belt, for you!" 

Their faces were long and solemn for a 
moment. Then they both burst out laughing. 
Cisco said, "There will be more horses and 
more guns, Pancho! These are the best pres- 
ents in the world, for they were bought 
with what we loved best. ..." 



BUT YOUTH IS WHAT FAUST 
CRAVED... AND THAT IS WHAT 
WEPHISTCPHELES PROMISED 
M1M...IF FAUST WOULD SZT/f^t 
BUT SIGN A PACT THAT ? t."VJ 
IN THE HEREAFTER 
BELOW, HE WOULD 
BECOME THE SLAVE . 
OF/WEPHISTOPHELES.' ^2 
I PAJST HESITATED... 




BUT MARGUERITE WAS BUSV BIDDING 
OOOO BYE TO *ER eROTH£R,vALENTINE... 
WHO WAS ABOUT TO LEAVE f=OR THE 
WARS... HE COMMENDS HIS S'STERtO 
THE CARE OFSIEBEL,WHOSECRE-' 
ADORED HER... 



ALL BUT MARGUERITE RETIRE TO THE 
VILLAGE TAVERN TO CElEBRAtE,.,THE 
EVIL ONE, SEEING- A CHANCE TO 
CAUSE TROUSlE, FOLLOWS- 




...And OPPERSP -no ESCORT 
MARGUERITE TO HER HOME- 
BUT SHE TlMlPLT DECLINED 
HIS ASSISTANCE... 




LAUGHING At 
THE PUNY TOKEN, 
MEPH ISTOPHELES 

CREW FROM 

INSIDE HIS CLOAK 

A CASKET 

OF PRECIOUS 

JEWELS... 



1 I^EVER BEFORE MAD 5HE ?EEM 

SUCH PRICELESS JEWELS...SO 

AWEP WAS SHE WITH THBR 

SPARKLING BEAUTY, SHE 

i COUUPNOT RESIST THE 

DESIRE TO ADORN 

HERSELF WITH THEM... 




AND SOON BOTH WERE 
ENGAGED IN A ue=E AND 
,V_. DEATH STRUGGLE... 




FAUST PLEADED VMTW 
MARGUERITE TO FlV 
WITH HIM...9UT HER 
ODOR MIND COULD MOT 
C-flASP THE SITUATION.. 



AS SHE DROPPED IN OEAT* 
MEPHiSTOPHELEft PRONOUNCED 
UER DAMNED... BUT A HEAVENLY 
VOICE PROCLAIME D ^£R PA^TCNED ! 
~ | THE END. JL 'r 



YOU'LL DIE LAUGHING . . . 

By BRUCE ELLIOTT 



FUNNYMAN'S horrible face became if 
anything, more horrible, ai he thought 
of a joke. A very practical joke. He would 
put that upstart of a detective in his place! 
First he had to get . . . 

The detective looked at the note. It said: 
"If you want to catch Funnyman, go to 
the Hotel Grand and ask for room 1J, Wait 
there. ... A friend." 

Room 13 looked much like any other room 
in any cheap hotel anywhere. The only thing 
was the peculiar way the desk clerk had 
looked at him when he had asked for that 
specific room. The detective thought. From 
the way the clerk acted you would have 
thought the blasted room wai haunted. Well, 
he wasn't interested in ghosts, although he'd 
give his right arm to make sure that Funny- 
man was made into a ghost by the state ex- 
Was the room a trap? Who was the note 
from? The detective shrugged. If it WAS a 
trap, he was ready for it. He looked around 
the room and realized there was no water. 
He rang for the bellboy. The service was 
what he expected. It took about twenty min- 
utes for the boy to come and then another 
twenty before he got the ice water. 

He tipped the boy. The boy looked over 
his shoulder and laid, "Look Mac. You gave 
me a tip. Now I'll give you one! Get outa 
this room. It's haunted. Two guys have 
knocked themselves oil here!" 

The detective smiled and said, "Thanks 
son, but 1 think III stay." 

The boy shrugged his shoulders and left. 
The detective grinned us he turned out the 
lights. He lay on his bed and looked at' the 
Ceiling. It was SO dark he could barely see 
it. "Ghosts," he thought, "pack of toiumy- 

But ... if there were no such things 
as ghosts what Wjs thai peculiar hissing 
sound? 

He bounded out of bed only to land 

Sprawling on Some Vague amorphous shape. 
It was huge. It itemed to fill the whole room. 
He tore at it with his fingers but to no 
avail. He shivered. The thing, whatever it 
was, felt smooth and rubbery. • ■ • 

Something, it sounded like the bureau, 
fell over on the floor with a crash. Outside 



the 



the 



watched. His scarred face grinned more di- 
abolically than usual. It wouldn't be long 



In the room the detective felt the first 



pulsing fingers of panic trace an eerie pattern 
on his spine. 

Whatever the soft smooth thing was, it 
was getting bigger and bigger every minute. 
It was no longer quite so soft. It was backing 
him against the wall now, Part of the soft 
part of it was closing over his face. 

He tore at it with his finger nails. As he 
did so, he felt sheer horror course through 
him as he heard Funnyman's mocking voice 
say, "Some fun, eh kid? I'll bet you'll die 
laughing!" 

The thing was bigger now. All the fur- 
niture in the room was crashed and broken 
against the wall. 

The strangling part of the soft thing 
closed over the detective's face. It covered 
his mouth. His nostrils were covered now. 
No use to gasp for breath. There was no more 
air for his tortured lungs. Everything got 
black. His body relaxed as he died. But it 
could not fall to the ground for the soft en- 
veloping thing, hard as cement now, jammed 
his dead body against the wall and would 
not let it drop. 

Outside, on the fire escape," Funnyman, at 
the window, which was locked on the inside 
so that there was only about a foot of open 
space, laughed quietly, diabolically. He turn- 
ed off a gauge. He thought, "Just wait till 
the cops come looking for the detective to- 
morrow and have to break down a door 
that's locked on the inside, find a window 
that's only open about a foot and then, let 
the cops try and figure out what smashed the 
furniture and smothered their hero to death! 
Ho, ho." 

The hissing sound which had heralded the 
appearance of the monster that had killed 
the detective, was renewed as Funnyman al- 
lowed the gas to escape from the huge bal- 
loon which he had stuffed thru the open- 
ing in the window. He released the mouth 
of the balloon from the gas tank next to 
him. The balloon in the room was no longer 
hard. It hud done its foul work. As the gas 
escaped, it deflated. Funnyman drew it 
through the opening in the window. Before 
he left he scaled one of his cards with his 
motto . . . "You'll die laughing" into the 

Then, his deadly work done for the night, 

be left. . . . 

The following day the bell boy told curious 
reporters ... "I warned him! I told him! 
I told him there was a ghost in that room. 
He's the third guy that's died in there. . . ." 



HO.'wo/ 




^YOU'LL PIE LAUGHING!'^ 



V^AUGHTEfit IS THE 

I *T>N£ THING THAT MAN 

J POSSESSES AND ANIMALS 

f DON'T' THEREFORE , IT IS 

ONE OF THE GIFTS OF 

THE GODS ! 'MAO'NE, THEN, 

A MAN SO &ER.EFT OF 

HUMANITY THAT HE 
LAUGHS...AS HE KILLS 

HIS VICTIMS WITH 
v LAUGHTER! -THAT IS 

FUNNYMAN!!! 



(=OR A FARMER, N 
I VOU'RE SOME 
I GUV, OEAO PAN! 
1 DON'T >©U EVER 
I RELAX THAT 

PROZEN *ACE? 




HQ-HO}AAABfitCA! A NEW 
LANP IN WHICH I CAM 
WORK... A uANpWHERE I 
CAN MAKE PEOPLE 





WA.'AM.'THE 
/£?/C?715/THEV 

REALLY 
THOUGHT I'D 

SPLIT THE 
LOOT WITH 



TWE EFFECTS OF 
THE OAS NEVER 
WORE OFF/ THE 
PEOPLE WHO HAD 

INHALED IT 
LAuOHED UNTIL 
' DIED! m 



iy<3/V.'WHAT 

A HORRI3LE 
WAV TO DIE,' 

WHAT 
HAPPENED 



"I HAP JiMT BECOME ESTABi-iSHEO 

ATTH/& T/ME...OKE PAY AFTER THE 

BANK JOBBERY TWO MEM CAME 

IN TQ SEE ME.-." 



ASA 9ARBER r VOu 
HAVE A CHANCE TO SEE 
EVERV MAN IN TOWN '. 
WE WANT VDU TO TRy' 
AND REMEMBER A i\ 
WHO NEVER 
COMES IN here; 




so you 

ARE 
PUNNY- 
MAN.'f 



LITTLE GOOD IT Wll_l_ DO 
I VOU.' I'VE GOT A GUN IN W 

/ POCKET.. -SO WALK OUT OF 
HERE AHEAD OF MEi IF VOU 
CALL OR MAKE A FF.CE... 
I'LL, SLOW VOUR BACK 
BONE OUT OF >OUJ 




THE RATS FREED MfiJ I WENT 

yPSTAlRS AND SAW CUNNV- 

MAN NEAR THE BRIDGE... 
EviDENTLV HE'P BURiED'hiS 
LOOT THERE; I SNEAKED 
OUT, MOT KNOWING THAT 
HELP WAS NEAR... the G-'^EM 
HAP TRACED US. 



THB 




A FINE THING) I WORK 
AND STUDY, AND NOBODY 
WILL LET M.E SHAVE 'E/A 
OR GivE 'EM A HAiRCUT.' 
SEE yCu LATER, 
DEAD RAN J 







SuT iF ^ A CUSTOMER. ..At^AmP 
YOU ARE y WITH NO RELATIONS ! I 

FUNNY- ■S.MADE UP HiS FACE LIKE 
MAN... WW© }minE...wAit£D FORtmE 
DROWNED JG-M8H TO ARRiv£...AnD 
IN THE V THREW Hl\\ IN THE .^ 




LL-* 











SUT YOUR 

STORY 

ABOUT THE 

TORTURE... 



iU&S, OF COURSE.' X , 
TORTURED 1 THE TRAMP.' 
NHY DO "lOU THINK THEY 
•lEVER POUND THE LOOT? 
BECAUSE J HAVE IT--- 
HOfHO! I HAD TO LAUGH 
WHEN THE G-MEN AOKED 
/V\E TO LOOK FOR AW 
I REALIZED THEY WOULD 
THINK OF THAT...THAT^ 
■VI BECAME 






.„.'. tj 












D »tNn *IL> FQ 


iISj? 






; A iJ 



3 




ID HARRY JIM IF Yfl'LLASK SOB 
IT *ASKT FOR THOSE/ / TO TALK TO . 
FILTHY BLACKHEADS) I HIM RIGHT 
v , OF HIS ~S V, AWAY 



NEW SCIENTIFIC METHOD 

have blackheads, you know how embarrassing they 
how they clog your pores, mar your appearance and 
invite criticism. Now you can solve the problem of 
eliminating blackheads, forever, with this amazing new 
VACUTEX Inventon. It extracts filthy blackheads in 
seconds, painlessly, without injuring or squeezing the 
skin. VACUTEX creates a gentle vacuum around 
blackhead! Cleans out hard-to-reach places in a jiffy. 
Germ laden fingers never touch the skin. Simply place 
the direction finder over blackhead, draw back extrac- 
tor . . . and it's out! Release extractor and blackhead 
is ejected. VACUTEX does it all! Don't risk infec- 
tion with old-fashioned methods. Order TODAY! 

10 DAY TRIAL OFFER 

Don't wait until embarrassing criticism makes you act. 
Don't risk losing out on popularity and success because of 
ugly dirt-clogged pores. ACT NOW! Enjoy the thrill of 
having a clean skin, free of pore-clogging, embarrassing 
blackheads. Try Vacutex for 10 days. We guarantee it to 
do all we claim. If you are not completely satisfied your 
$1.00 will be immediately refunded. 

■---■3 
I 
1 



USH 
COUPON 

Send A 
MONEY 



WMtrtTAR" 



WINTER ISSUE 
NO.l 




FUNNYMAN 



SPICIAL HLgSCOPi OFFER f 






ble oiler that, w 
can 'fee most everything you want lo 
can biing distant objects so clearly 
cttse to your eye that they will seem almost, near 
." bmld». Why (eel Irus.ioted ond baffled by 
MBWthiBg ioi away Ihal you want to see in full 
•be limited in your vision when you con 
__ ... ■ : - := -mes with the amazing super- 

po-ir-fed ie-ses is !h:s GIANT telescope. Quickly 0"='- 





Utteriqg&es&m &< HO, f&fctJSQN 



rOO* PANCWO...HE RiOB SO 
SLOW AND TWE ShER^S BUU_£T5 

CON\6 SO PAST...I (VSUST DO 
SOAAETH'KJQGJUCKTO SAVE HW*J 




